oetryFestival

POETRY WORKSHOPS
January 18-23, 2010
Old School Square Cultural Arts Center Delray Beach, Florida

Eight workshops with our extraordinary faculty poets...
Stephen Dobyns, Carolyn Forche, Thomas Lux
Jean Valentine, David Wojahn, Kevin Young,
Mary Cornish and llya Kaminksy

plus
• Focus on your work
• Readings
• Social Events

• Craft Talks
• Panel Discussions
• Annual Gala

Visit our website and apply today:

Deadline: November 2, 2009
www.palmbeachpoetryfestival.org
(561) 868-2063

QUEST
Number 12

Fall 2009
QUEST is published annually by Lynn University's Department of English in
cooperation with The College of International Communications.
We are grateful for funding from The College of Liberal Education,
Dr. Cynthia Patterson, Vice-President ofAcademic Affairs
Dr. Gregg Cox, Dean ofAcademic Affairs.
Special thanks for additional funding from
Delsie Phillips, Vice-President, The Office OfAdmission
Paul Thmer, Dean of Students.
Further thanks to
Sheila Sheppard, Associate Director; Center for International Programs & Services.

Copyright © 2009 by Lynn University
(ISSN 1522-9904) No. 12
Printed in the United States of America

Cover Art: James A. Flood, ''The H. M. S. Hampton Court"
Layout and Design: Andy Hirst
This issue is dedicated to Professor Glenn Toscanno

STAFF
Editor:
John J. Daily
Poetry Editor:
Lizbeth Keiley

Graphic Design:
Andy Hirst

Fiction Editor:
Brittany Barberino
Copy Editor:
Elaine Deering
Editorial Assistant:
Kevin Rickert

Advisory Editors:
Jeff Morgan
David Fleisher
Linda De LaYsla

Past Editors:
Diane Allerdyce
Jeff Morgan

CONTRIBUTING ARTISTS
Samantha Bartley
Michael Feltman
James A. Flood

Thomas Goldie
Eric Luchian
Lyndsey Mariani

Mark Sanger
Adam Thaw
Lucy Wilkinson

QUEST (lSSN 1522-9904) is published annually by Lynn University. Opinions expressed in QUEST are not necessarily those of the editor or of the University.
Address communications to:
The Editor, QUEST
Lynn University
3601 North Military Trail
Boca Raton
FL33431-5598
Manuscripts submitted to QUEST must be original typescript or clear photocopies.

7 An Editor's Note
89 About The Authors

John J. Daily

POEMS
10
11
12
15
l7

Dreams That Remember The Future
The Country Man
The Financial Experts ...
We Kept Each Other There
Morning Walk

19 * *
20 Christmas Eve Day
21

*

23
24
25
26
27

Safety First
Under Pressure
Walking With The People
The Corpse Across The Street
Endgame

Frederick Zydeck
Jane Stuart
Lyn Lifshin
James Montgomery
John Grey
Simon Perchik
Shari O'Brian
Simon Perchik
Anselm Brocki
Jeff Morgan
MichaelS. Morris
Bradley Buchanan
Brittany Barberino

SHORT STORIES
28
29
32
35
37
39

The Man That Was
Faithfully Faithless
An Accident
0 ld Turkey
Whiskey Sour
Anxiously Waiting

Shannon S. Ray
Todd Lawlor
Casey Doll
Matthew Stewart
Joe Scaggs
Christopher Batiste

ESSAY
41 Sitting On My Grandpa's Lap

Clarissa Fanjul

DRAMA
46 Special Delivery
60 Facebook Friends
70 SodaCorp

David Fleisher
Brittany Barberino & Alicia Valbuena
John Deering

AN EDITOR'S NOTE

NAVIGATING THE EDGE OF IMAGINATION
Good writing and art navigate the edge of imagination. Navigating the edge sometimes causes us to reconsider our boundaries. As you
peruse the following pages of this year's QUEST, it's my hope that these
offerings will inspire you to approach the edge of your imagination.
It has again been my privilege to coordinate and to edit the composi-

tion of Lynn's annual literary and arts journal. As part of this process, I
have had the opportunity to interact with the many talented people who
have contributed mightily to make this year's issue, in my opinion, our
best issue yet. Lynn students, faculty, and staff are joined by nationally
and internationally recognized writers and artists. The composite of their
artistry awaits you.
QLEST
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As a special treat, we are fortunate this year to feature maritime artist
James A. Flood's lost painting, "The H.M. S. Hampton Court" on the cover, plus an expanded view of this stunning image in the centerfold. What
you see is reproduced from a print of his painting that disappeared from
a Palm Beach art gallery several years ago. It remains missing. Prints of
Flood's other paintings have been collected by the Duke of Edinburgh,
Kelsey Grammer, and Rod Stewart. His works can be viewed throughout the world in galleries, museums, ships (Queen Mary, Queen Mary 2,
Queen Elizabeth, and Queen Elizabeth 2), private collections, books, and

magazines. Last summer, the Cornell Museum in Delray Beach displayed
thirty-six of his paintings and four of his ship models. Flood is a South
Florida native and served in the U. S. Navy. When he's not painting, Flood
likes to sail with his wife and business partner, Tina.
We're very proud of this year's authors, selected from hundreds of
submissions. Among our authors, you may discover the writing of nationally known poets like Anselm Brocki, Brad Buchanan, Lyn Lifshin, Michael Morris, Shari O'Brien, Simon Perchik, and Fredrick Zydek. Some
of their other work has appeared in publications like The New Yorker, The
Partisan Review, Prairie Schooner, The Antioch Review, New England Review, and Poetry, to name a few. Legendary blues recording artist James

Montgomery delightfully surprised me last summer at his New England
home when he showed me his poems, one of which appears in this issue. Professor Jeff Morgan has contributed another one of his fine poems.
Dramatist David Fleisher, another Lynn Professor from the English Department, contributed one of his plays for this year's issue, as have Lynn
students Brittany Barberino, Alicia Valbuena, and John Deering. Deering's play served as the finale in New York City last January in Lynn's
"Boca to Broadway" ensemble performance of one-act plays, produced
by Professors Adam and Carrie Simpson. Barberino and Valbuena's play
was originally composed during this year's Twenty-four Hour Playwriting
Project. And, we have some short stories from my J-Term creative writing
workshop. Several young writers, who appear to be more than upstarts8
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-Shannon Ray, Joe Scaggs, Todd Lawlor, Christopher Batiste, Matthew
Stewart and Casey Doll--make their publishing debut. They're keeping
good company.
Interspersed with these writings are splendid graphics selected by
Andy Hirst from The College of International Communications, whose
graphics expertise guided the production of this issue. Andy has picked
up where former Lynn Professor Glenn Toscanno left off, thanks to Dean
David Jaffe's astute judgment. For many years, Glenn and his students in
his Graphics Practicum guided the production of QUEST. Unfortunately,
last year Glenn suffered a major health setback. This issue of QUEST is
dedicated to Glenn Toscanno.
I would also like to offer special thanks to all the members of our
editorial staff who laid their eagle eyes on stacks of paper piled high and
contributed their taste and judgment and extra hours borrowed from busy
schedules. Also, thanks to Myles Ludwig, Professor of International
Communication, for lending his publishing expertise and second opinions. Special thanks goes to our editorial assistant, Kevin Rickert, who
also helped pitch Lynn's baseball team to this year's NCAA Division II
national championship, while helping keep track of the details in this publishing process.
Navigate these pages of QUEST. It's my hope that, like after returning home from travel, you will regard this issue with a fresh appreciation
that will inspire your imagination.
John J. Daily
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Dreams That Remember The Future
FREDERICK ZYDECK
Whether I was taken to the seventh heaven
and lifted from one century to another, I do
not know. What I saw was the city I had lived
in all my life remodeled in stone and steel
that might as well have been a city on a strange
planet--a place where concrete and glass had
learned to love the sun and potted plants,
and forests took on such geometric splendor,
only gods could have grown them that way.
The hills were blanketed in brick and stone edifices
that rolled with the hills instead of blocking
them and hiding them from view. There were
few green patches but pools everywhere lined
with potted ferns and poesy. All the streets
and trolleys were underground. Above them
walkways made of brick stretched everywhere
and escalators stood where once were stairs.
Beyond the city, green hills filled with wild
things stretched out in all directions and birds,
used to such splendor, sang from every tree.
When I asked the name of the town, I was told
it was nothing less than the kingdom within
dreaming itself anew--a place where what is
becoming waits to be noticed in the sun.

10
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The Country Man
JANE STUART
I don't know who I am but maybe You
can fit me back in time where no mirage
or hanging gardens, or a wilted tree
is near the date palms in a white oasis
made from sand and watched by
lions made of stone.
This was long ago, before love's lighthouse stood
near a quiet Colossus, above sunken caves.
But now I have no voice; and my heart shrinks
under a brown and sweating sun,
my hair is soaked from wilderness's rain
and when I walk at night from caverns at Qur 'ban
where the Red Sea sparkles and salt foam flecks
sizzle the water, geysers call our namesbut what is mine? And where am I today?
What secret urn has written down my tribe
and what place hides until all that was not understood
is carried in the sparrow's mouth when spring
brings back the dove and time is peace again.
I am the wind! And your voice calls me home
to dancing shadows there in sunny dunes
and then the glowing squares of Marrakesh
that is near Fez and blue, blue tents night built
under the glow of our desert moon.
Here in the desert now, when flowers speak
and sand forms a new city at the reef
risen on a shore that was not there
before the lighthouse came to be,
here are the stones of books and papyri
that made a comfortable library.
May I remind you that we lived on life
and on those pages that have not been turned
so that when waking I can dream again
remembering You and that we were, we were.
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The Financial
Experts Suggest
Baby Boomers Store
Goods For Later
When It Won't
Be So Easy
LY N L I FSH IN
appliances, maybe cars.
I wonder, food, linens
that of course might
go out of style, but tires,
a ring of them around
the town house? Furs
for when they aren't
politically incorrect.
Paper and who knows
ifthe trees will burn,
be cut down. I think of
the velvet I' ve stock
piled. I could be making
a vest, a cove, or enough
to warm me if the power
goes, and too, for the
world ahead

12
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We Kept Each Other There
JAMES MONTGOMERY

We kept each other there
Constantly,
Playfully poised on the tenuous brink
Of something wild.
The warm dampness
Like a thin negligee of incessant rain,
A veiled testament to our budding arithmetic:
Your scent plus your dew
The ether of new wine plus
Each second passing like a still stampede,
A stopped waterfall

Waiting to pour

We kept each other
There on the precipice of moment,
In the candlelit corner,
The scent of olives and garlic,
The ancient soup of melted cheese
Mixed with red wine
The feel of our fingers gliding
On our thighs inexorably.

In the jarring whiteness
Of the too bright basement
We continued,

Q

T

15

Among the hardness of painted brick
And dull metal
Our skin touched,
Our tongues defiant with moisture
In the motionless night
We prowled on silver rooftops
Spilling rich Reserva
As we embraced
As we were watched but did not care.

We kept each other there
Waiting
In the mist of pheromones and wine
Waiting for the slow explosion
Of hard flesh and baby skin
We kept each other there

16
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Morning Walk In Fall
JOHN GREY
The maples are out of it by this.
Nothing but bare trees and
thin waltzing shadows.
And the oaks are no better.
They're like dead men
trapped in their last stride.
I pass them with the tease of life,
that brisk margin of breathing,
Despite their roots dug deep into
the feeding grounds, I am the
one who leaves this forest alive.
A healthy morning walk, I call it.
And where better for my footsteps than
a funeral forest that has none of its own.
Imagine that, I tell myself,
in my palace of fire-place and sofa .. .
I've second nature and nature's
almost stripped clean of its first.
Sure I know a month or two from now
new foliage restores these woodland skeletons.
And I'm the one whose flesh is
merely borrowed from the air, the dust.
In a hundred years time, the trees
will take their morning walk through me.

QU ST
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SIMON PERCHIK
This field has so many lips
and though the fire is out
these clouds still darken -each breath
overflows with icy streams
and stones left out to dry -it's natural
for a sky to let itself in
the way your shadow on impulse
looks down and in the open
grieves with the only mouth it knows
-you've done this before, her grave
rubbed between your hands
and the one wish more, each time
the mist along the edge
falls off in flames, becomes
on and on no other place to go
unrolls this gravel path
still counting on your fingers
sure its hunch is right.

19

Christmas Eve Day
SHARI O'BRIEN
Winter's last bird, stricken with confusion, waits
on an iced utility pole
for other stragglers who resisted
winging off when there was yet time.
Like he's pulled off a heist, a fierce-eyed
squirrel scampers up a tree, the tin foil
between his teeth a shiny scrap of hope
in a savage universe.
Already the clouds huddle together against the
cold,
horizon-bound, away from the hostile heavens.
I close my eyes and think of the poor bastards
being born tonight who this world
in the end will tear apart with hate.
There have been no sightings
of a pregnant virgin on an ass's back.

20
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SIMON PERCHIK
Two moons! between your arms
and rocking the Earth, pulling it
apart though you collect stones
already in weeds, strangled
the way rain is hidden, smells
from engine oil and mornings
as if they could be loosened
gathered to fill every hole
with the need for just two stones
ones that never touch each other
are no longer covered with sweat
or the trembling to become airborne
as the sound from a single throat
broken in half for its echo
and the sun falling away by itself.
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Safety First
ANSELM BROCK!
How accidentally efficient
and wise of natural selection
to allow the evolution of my
autonomic nervous system,
which operates below the level
of consciousness, or surely
most of my time would have
been spent in ecstatic awe
at the magic of the pixels
created by my two retinas
and meshed together to form
right-side up Technicolor
Turner, Manet, Monet action
paintings of the world outside
in my primary visual cortex
at the back of my head, not
to mention the wonderment
at the processes of taste
ofhoneydew melon, touch
of other human lip skin, and
Copland ballet sounds-all
of which would have absorbed
me so as to make me easy prey
for a predator or huge oncoming
two-section crosstown bus.
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Under Pressure
JEFF MORGAN
The stars stirred to life
while we slept, tucked in fetal positions,
our hands either in our mouths or on our genitals.
Orion, his long sword unsheathed,
decapitated the best minds in the land.
Aquarius flooded lesser minds with delusions of grandeur.
Sagittarius shot the president,
and Libra dropped her scales into a sinkhole
that had formed in our subconscious.
So, we dreamed about the end of the world,
the stars forming into v-shapes
and heading toward Washington.
However, one flew over the cuckoo's nest,
bombing the neighbor's gardenias,
· which drove us into a rage,
and we tore off our clothes
and defecated into the divot left by the rogue star bomber
who clipped a tower antenna above where the monkey was.
When we awoke, we saw the strange footprints in the grass,
large prehistoric impressions
that the German press categorized in a neo-Nazi vein,
but we were not impressed.
The sky was not falling.
We had not stained the sheets.
We slaughtered a stray cat, putting its head on a plate
and placing a flower in its mouth,
and waited for the cameras to capture our souls.

24
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Walking With The People
MICHAELS.

MORRIS

I wonder where he is - ?
this new Whitman chronicling
this ongoing war between the north
and the south, between the conspicuous
consumer and the downright impoverished.
Likely he started his trek
from the furthermost villages
in the remotest corners of South
America. Walking with the people,
joining in the great pilgrimage,
the vast rippling sweep northwards
where the myth of hope still shines
in everyone's dreams, in the momentous
chatter around the campfires: of that city
upon the hill. He would have leapt upon
the merciless train traveling
the length of Mexico, dodging the gangs
with their surly knives and fists
for robbing and raping the women.
All this time his mind would be
seething with ideas, visions, songs,
the strange tongues of his fellow
pilgrims. The fence at the border
for him must have seemed the walls
of Jericho. And as he begins to blow
his horn, the burro, for fifty dollars,
leads him across the mountains, far
into the desert, where finally
he is informed that he has arrived.
That the city of lost angels lies
in that distant basin from which
sulfurous lights glow. That these
are his cards, his numbers, his
Ql EST
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identity without which, he would
always have to be a prisoner
made of shadow and disappearing
sounds of illegals running from police.

The Corpse Across The Street
BRADLEY BUCHANAN
We didn't notice it till the cops showed up.
They gathered, craned their necks like distant streetlights,
couldn't stop deciding what had happened.
The dead man's foot stuck out as if to trip
some passing stranger. Rigor mortis struck
our whole block all at once. Our blinds drew back.
Attentive children learned to spell a word:
D, E, A, D. Nobody moved the corpse
for hours. Experts peered under the sheet
they'd draped upon it. The neighborhood became
the scene of an unremembered, timeless crime.
Meanwhile, we ate with one eye groping, flailing
about from our front window, across the street.
After the official photographer removed
his angular perspective, we lost focus.
They took away the unseeing, unsightly thing
that, as we no longer talked of it, turned into
the figment of a shared, forgetting mindthe corpse around the corner in a dream.
26
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Endgame
BRITTANY BARBERINO

Didn't know this was the swan song. That it would be so palpable.
It's thick white powder in the mouth, pushing down the throat.
His heart is pumping with dust, the furnace burns and swells with heatold lovers
down
the veins, up
the arteries, through the lungs and he speaks ash into the air.
Back to the valves constrictingand he is not your lover. And you never thought of him inside you, occupying space
within your own body, contracting, restricting:
the valves,
the bowels,
the tongue,
the autonomy,
cheek bone to cheek bone,
the nose.
You breathe in the cinders, the cremation of your own will, friendship
disengaged.
And it was not
his flesh that provoked your fear,
until it was:
More like a death rattle, something
to, in which, you should just
bury in the yard.
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The Man That Was
SHANNON S. RAY
I don't know his name or where he came from. I only know that I had
never seen a man as humble as that before in my life. He was sitting on a
broken surfboard along the deserted beach next to his little white poodle,
staring at the murky waters in front of him. Behind him was a forest of
palm trees. The only object in the bay was a tiny, paint-chipped sailboat,
which must have belonged to him. He was a skinny, middle-aged man,
but he seemed full of vitality, not weak in any sense. He told me he had
been sailing all over Europe before arriving at this tropical island. His
only companion was his fluffy, white friend. You would think he would be
lonely, but he seemed utterly content with his current situation, relaxing
on the beach, enjoying life. Did he look for companionship when he was
ashore? I don't know, but it didn't seem to matter.
He told me he wanted to free himself from the responsibilities that
keep most people bound to the ground. That kind of lifestyle did not make
him happy. So there he was, sailing away from everything he knew, free
from any obligations.
One day, I didn't see him on the beach any more. Later that week
when I went to town, I saw his sailboat docked in the harbor. He probably
stocked up on groceries before continuing his journey into the unknown.
That was the last time I ever saw his boat. I never heard from him again.
I wondered where he might have gone, and if he would ever settle
down somewhere. Could anyone truly be happy living an unattached,
lonesome life? Some days I wish that I had joined him on that sail boat. I
want to see more of the world and I want to experience the kind of freedom he spoke of, the kind of freedom most don't even dare dream about. I
never understood how he could be so happy, and I guess I never will find
out; that secret sailed away with him that day. But not a day goes by that I
do not wonder if that could have been me.
28
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Faithfully Faithless
TODD LAWLOR
The scent of warm vanilla and brown sugar that filled the car made my
stomach feel as if it were a bot blanket tied in a knot. The tall, fit, blue-eyed,
strawberry blonde next to me only made the knot tighter. Veronica wanted to
lower the window and let the wind feel her hair. I was not going to argue. The
scent was replaced with the smell of the salty sea air. She could ask for anything
right now and I would say yes. Her head turned and caught me staring at her. I
was glad it was dark out or else she would have seen bow red with embarrassment I was. Immediately I turned my eyes back on the road, even though the
only thing on my mind was her long legs. Her laugh was intoxicating and pure.
It had been a while since the last time I beard such a laugh. I stepped on the gas,
becoming impatient like a child waiting for a birthday present. Veronica was a
present and I planned on unwrapping her as fast as I could.
I turned the lights on along with some music. She walked slowly but each
step hit a part of me as I stared, starting from her heels, up her calf, to her thigh,
followed by curves that would make the most promiscuous man swoon. After
dropping her wristlet on the counter, she made herself comfortable. The couch
served like the frame to a fine piece of art while Veronica sat displaying herself. Her eyes pierced right through me. She then arose and walked to me as if
knowing bow badly I wanted her. I wished I could have been able to watch her
walk while staring deep into those eyes. Her touch electrified my senses. Her
band slowly glided up my arm and over my shoulder to the back of my neck,
sending chills down my spine.
The first lciss was soft, warm, and deep, but it turned more aggressive.
My hands traversed her body, feeling every inch until they found exactly what
they wanted. The zipper. Her dress slid off her body, revealing the soft sand
complexion of her skin. Her black lace bra and boy shorts were even more seductive than the dress. My hands still explored her as if it were a vast landscape
I may never see again. As I lcissed her neck, she released a moan serving as a
guide for pleasure. I wanted to be closer and completely engulfed by her. Lift-
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ing her off the ground as if she were nothing, I tried to make it to the bed safely.
She ripped my shirt off. She ran her nails across my chest down to my waistline, leaving red lines in their wake. I gasped with exquisite pain, adrenaline,
and pleasure. Our eyes met through the tangled golden locks. Her once sweet,
soft eyes, now showed a madness deep within. I could not wait to see it. Laying
her gently on the bed, I could not tell what was smoother, the satin sheets or her
skin. We made a fevered mess of removing the last pieces of clothing without
losing rhythm. For only an instance, the briefest of moments, we took in one
another. Her breasts were soft and supple. Her legs rubbed slowly against one
another. We were completely exposed.

Our naked bodies entwined, and slick with moisture, wrestled with unrelenting passion for the common goal of ecstasy. The warmth radiated off of her
seemingly perfect body. The battle for commanding a position came and went
like the tides. We were in a race. The prize was peaking at a euphoric, exotic,
plateau of passion and pleasure. Every endorphin raced through my veins. Her
body arched and I could see every muscle in her body tense. She gripped the
sheets for stability as the deep primal moans escaped her mouth. She screamed
"More!" and I didn't refuse her. The continued encouragement brought by that
word allowed us to climb to heights of pleasure no drug could ever duplicate.
There were no more words-- just short, bard breaths. The peak of our race was
in sight; the pace picked up. An explosion of ecstasy as if every nerve in our
body were vibrating, a wave of heat washed over our bodies. Every muscle,
every tendon, and every fiber of our bodies flexed. We grabbed anything and
everything. We grabbed each other.
The sheets were damp with the aftermath of our lustful episode. As we
lay together, our bodies cooling, we replayed the events that bad just occurred.
With her head across my chest I felt her peer toward the clock. Veronica said,
"What's that!" as the phone rang.
I answered with the taste of her still lingering in my mouth.
"Hey, how was your flight?"
"That's good to hear, when will you be home?''
30
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"Ok, you too. Goodnight."
"Who was that?" Veronica asked.
Without replying, I replaced the phone back on the charger and reached
for something small and cold but familiar. A glint of gold caught her eye. No
answer was needed after she saw the ring.
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An Accident
CASEY DOLL
I awoke several hours later to a screeching, indistinguishable wail,
sheering pains shooting throughout my body. As if waking from the most
intense of dreams, I had forgotten at first who and where I was. Terrifyingly, however, I had not dreamt. I had been in an accident, a fatal one at
that. I knew this because of the dismembered arm lodged halfway into
my windshield, thick dark blood still spraying out of its protruding arteries. Car accidents are always thought of as so conventional, as simple
nuisances that block traffic; make you a couple minutes late for work, or
for your date with Mary down the street. This was not a simple nuisance,
however; no, this was the apocalypse. I could hear the voice again now, at
a distance.
My face rested deceivingly peaceful on the airbag of the steering
wheel, my body an eruption of pain. Shards of glass shredded the flesh
of my arms and face like the serrated teeth of a shark. My arm stretched
through the windshield, much like the dismembered victim, yet mine was
still intact. Dried blood clotted my vision from a gashing wound scarring
my forehead. I violently swung the door open and released my seat belt to
leave the car. As I shifted my weight into my right leg to step out of the car
I could feel, and even more vividly, hear, it break. My shinbone bulged out
of my lower leg and was now scraping against my kneecap. I was a bloody
mess. The pain was unbearable and I could not suppress it. I screamed a
blood-curdling scream: "Aaagh!" I collapsed out of the car and smacked
my shoulder and head onto the street. I looked to the sky.
As I lay on that cold, hard asphalt, I looked around and tried to define
my situation. Everything was blurred, but I could distinguish that I was in
a rural neighborhood. It was a gorgeous day, the birds were singing, the
trees were swaying, even the delightful aroma of the mid morning mist
greeted my senses. I smiled for a moment, as I lay there, eyes closed, but
32
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this smile was instantaneously erased as the morning scent shifted to the
fowl stench of blood and tears. The odor was so strong that I could not
restrain the urge to gag. I let loose a vile heap of waste to my side. Breathing feverishly now, my senses returned. The beautiful rural landscape now
faded to the blackness of night. The singing birds now shifted to a crowd
ofweeping onlookers. The tree continued to sway, not from the wind, but
from the weight of my ruined car crashed into its trunk. Now laying in my
own blood and vomit, I summoned forth all of the strength that I could
muster and crawled desperately to the chaos in front of me, ignorant of the
nightmare that would soon envelop me.
One arm after the other, I slowly made my way over to the crowd
standing at the opposite side of my car, near the tree. They must not have
heard my scream, for their own sorrowful wails drowned it out. No one
was at my side of the car; they must have assumed me dead, and oh, how I
wished that they were right. I saw her now, a small girl crushed in-between
my car and the tree, her life ended, and now seeing this, mine as well.
The sight was too horrendous to bear: limbs, twisted and broken, hair a
gruesome and gory me·ss, teeth and blood strewn across my hood. Glass
slashed her face just as it did mine; her right leg was snapped in two. Her
remaining arm hauntingly embraced my car. She was almost at one with
my car.
I crawled around the other side of my car to see the crowd, the flashing red and blue lights illuminating the blackened sky. There was a crowd
of at least ten bystanders surrounding a police officer who was questioning
a couple allowed within the yellow police tape. The couple consisted of
a tall, straight-faced man and a small sobbing woman, both holding each
other, trying to maintain their sanity. It was the small woman's cry that
must have awakened me. They must have been her parents. The crowd
was frightened and disturbed, some were crying, some boiling with rage.
They all appeared to want something, something that only I could give
them.
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I made myself visible now. I crawled to the feet of the crowd, still
dripping with blood and vomit, and shouted: "Help, officer, help me!" The
crowd turned their heads to me slowly and incredulously. The audience
stared at me but said nothing; those who were crying ceased their sorrow to look at the devil. The officer communicated something vital to the
crowd by waving his hand. The officer was dressed in black from boots to
hat, resembling death itself. I cried out again, "Please, won't you ... help
me?" blood spurting from my mouth with every word. The officer slowly
made his way over to me, expressionlessly, placidly, shaking the earth
before me with every step. I collapsed onto my back and waited for him to
reach me. He stood over me now and looked into my eyes, yet I could not
see anything but black about him. He raised his boot above my head and I
turned my head to look at the tree.
The sun was now high in the sky. The crowd was now replaced by
singing birds and my car was nowhere to be seen. The sun was almost
blinding now as I looked around, its warmth kissing my skin like a thousand nurturing mothers. I looked at my body to see that my suit was in
pristine condition, all of my wounds, all of my pain, gone. I looked at
the tall brown tree to see the once mangled girl was resting contently at
the trunk of the tree, wearing a gorgeous white summer dress and noisily
eating a delicious red apple. Her long golden hair flowed gently with life
along with the warm summer breeze. She looked at me with her large,
blue, youthful eyes and smiled a kind smile. She was beautiful. She stood
away from the tree and playfully skipped over to me. We looked at each
other for several moments and smiled. She held out her young, fair arms,
and I slowly embraced her. We were one. I leaned over to kiss the top of
her head, and we looked up to the radiance of the sun. It was glorious.
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Old Turkey Island
MATTHEW STEWART
Each step she took felt as if she was disturbing the woods, as if everything
in there was telling her to get out. She had no other choice but to walk home that
night. Fear lurked in the back of her mind, but she kept telling herself there was
nothing out here. Her hands squeezed together as fast as her mind altered when
entering the woods. With only the light from the moon guiding her, and occasionally using her nearly dead cell phone, paranoia took control of her hopeless
self. She couldn't figure what was forcing her to feel so afraid. She kept thinking
of the little boy, Ryan, for whom she used to babysit, who went missing in her
town the week before. She was alone and afraid, and searching for her way back.

It was impossible to track anything she may have seen before on the ground.
Getting closer to the creek, she remembered that this was where she took Ryan
after school to play in the water. It was his favorite place to be with her. He used
to sing while swimming in the creek. She tried to hear his voice in her mind to
calm her nerves, and it seemed to be working.
Suddenly she ·stopped walking. She smelled something that burned her
nose, making her nauseous. The smell grew heavier, bringing that deep fear she
felt before thinking about Ryan. Her knuckles grew tense and turned white, and
she saw three dog-like animals surrounding what seemed to be food. She froze.
Flashing blue lights lit up the sky through the trees behind her. A distorted voice
over a radio, possibly from a police officer, shook her up. She had to run. The
dogs howled and ran away from what they were chewing on. Taking baby steps,
trying to be as quiet as possible, she ventured over to where the dogs were.
A tom up corpse of a little boy lay there. Unable to put a face on him, she
vomited on her shoes. Her legs grew weak and she dropped. Still conscious, everything was spinning and blurred. The blue lights lit up the forest now, at least
in her eyes. The lights and the radio voices ran through her head like a dream.
Reality overruled delirium.
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She awoke from her coma-like state, finally remembering what happened
and slowly gaining her senses. She realized that those lights and radios were the
police. She heard barking ofK9's echo through the woods.
She started to run for her life, fearing she would be charged with murder.
She was lost, not knowing any sense of direction besides to travel opposite the
lights. She made it to a dirt path leading to another set of woods. She didn't
know where to go, up the road or into a new set of woods. Something was telling her to run down the dirt road away from both sets of woods, so she ran. She
had to go fast or she would be caught. A K9 without a leash attacked her, biting
her leg with a grip that would never let go. Flashlights and radios moved closer
to her. Four cops ran toward her trying to get the dog off, which they finally did.
She started crying and screaming. Blood gushed through her jeans. Flashing
blue and red lights started to make their way toward her.
She was cuffed and thrown into the back of the cop car, screaming that
she didn't do anything, she was trying to go home but got lost and discovered
the body. All she knew was that she was under arrest and anything she said now
would not make the slightest difference. Eight cops stood in a circle in front of
the cruiser, apparently discussing something funny until one cop dropped to the
ground with a bullet in the back of his head. All the cops took cover. They were
directionless.
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Whiskey Sour
JOE SCAGGS

It was a grand old house. Three floors, not including the basement. It
was carved out of old Georgia pine and sat upon the highest hill in Macon
County. The paint was paper white but chipped, and the windows were
housed in navy blue side shutters. The door was an unwelcoming dark
green and the surrounding trees were home to no chirping birds. Mort's
grandfather had built the house nearly 100 years before. Mort was 38 and
blessed with good looks and a physique that rivaled that of the old paintings of the mighty Achilles. This made it easy for Mort to pick up onenight stands from the honkey tonk at the edge of town off the highway.
Weary travelers often found themselves there before checking into the
Georgia Mist Inn across the parking lot.
Every Tuesday night Mort would make the forty-five minute drive in
his rundown 1973 burgundy Ford truck to the bar and wait for a woman.
He sat in the darkest booth where the 60- watt bulb flickered on and off in
its transparent green housing. Then she walked in. She was a pale redhead
with so many freckles it was as if they all blended together, giving her
a tanner skin. She would do. Mort only hoped that later, when he went
through her purse, there would be enough money to cover the $60 he had
just spent on whiskey sours.
He let her fall asleep by the fireplace, naked on the grizzly bear rug
that had once sheltered the master of his domain but had been brought
down by a 2-inch piece of hot lead. She sunk into the rug's long brown

fur in front of the crackling fire as Mort ventured into the kitchen to find
a suitable knife. After he had retrieved a rusty filet knife stained with fish
entrails, he knelt above her and cut her throat from ear to ear. The gaping
wound resembled a second mouth for a moment before the blood began

to cascade out. The air hissed out through the blood as it escaped from her
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lungs. Still she slept. When she finally stopped bleeding, Mort threw her
still warm body over his shoulder and carried her up to the attic.
There he laid her gently on his pile. The skeletons in the corners
were his grandfather's, the mummified ones that lined the molding were
his father's, and the decaying ones were his other one-night stands. "My,
my, my, this is a grand old house," he said to himself. He leaned back over
to kiss her one last time before the rats could claim her. He stood back up
and wiped his lips with the back of his blood-stained hand and whispered,
"Mmmm, Whiskey Sours."
"Listen, freak, we all know what's going on here. It's only a matter
of time before we find those missing women," the officer said during his
weekly visit.
"Kind sir, when you come back with a search warrant you may search
this grand ole house from head to toe," Mort replied.
But the visit the next day was one of a kind. In the discarded clothes
of his latest victim, radio static hissed. Hissed like the throat of its late
owner. It was a wire. Everything was on tape and no questions were asked
when the door of the grand old house was knocked off its hinges. As Mort
was escorted out in handcuffs, the lieutenant threw a crisp document in his
face. "There's your fricken search warrant."
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Anxiously Waiting
CHRISTOPHER BATISTE
They say they could smell her odor before they entered the room.
They have been looking and waiting anxiously nor for so long. For almost
nine months this folly has been in action, and nothing could foil its victory
now. The stench of sweaty and burnt flesh danced around the room, entering the minds and mouths of its viewers. It was reported that they could
nearly taste her pain and anguish, reliving every minute of this struggle.
Many men couldn't stomach to see it; the very sight was revolting and displacing to an appetite. He threw up his lunch and breakfast, and probably
a little bit of his dessert from last night. They had never seen anything so
vicious and so selfish. Yet the eloquence of it all, the beauty and magic,
deserved a standing ovation. She knew that we were close, but she tried
to block it out to provide better concentration.
Every move must have been planned and executed precisely for success. They grew closer and closer to her. She felt the vibrations of their
walking pace resonate .through the floor like miniature earthquakes. The
sweat rolling down her face began to gallop like a race horse. They effortlessly matched the tempo of her beating heart and continued to flood
each other with nervousness as they began to flutter around the room more
than average. In some ways she felt as though they knew all along what
this sick bastard was doing to her; with all his precautions and procedures,
he was psychotic at best. Surprisingly, they trusted him more often than
not, seeing as how he had performed this maneuver many times before
and never been questioned. Literally she felt as though a part of her were
sliced open. "That damn alter ego always gets the best of me," he bellowed out as he continued his work.
Guessing it was her fault as well, she began to hate herself more and
more; after all, she walked into this trap, allowing her body to be poked
and jabbed. Clearly, he loved to play with knives against her skin, slicing

in areas of her body without need or purpose. He got off on the taste of
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her blood and they knew it, smiling back at him as if they were in some
sort of cahoots with this beast.
Her screams echoed out in an entire mile radius. More and more she
seemed to be taken apart, as if some sort of fantasy or mythical spirit were
being lifted from her. It emerged head first covered in blood, with a body
like mine! Eyes desperately fighting back the tears and resentment all over
my face, I turned to my father for answers. He replied in a joyous tone,
"Congratulations, son, you have a new baby brother."
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Sitting On My Grandpa's Lap
CLARISSA FANJUL

I sat comfortably on my grandpa's lap. I was fourteen but had the
body of a skinny eleven-year-old, so I wasn't putting too much weight
on his legs. But even if I were chubby or big boned, I think my grandpa
would have been able to carry me. My brother and I had moved to live
with my grandfather and his wife a couple of years before, because my
mother was not able to take care of us, and my father was nowhere to
be found. I grew very fond of my grandpa over the months, realizing he
was a caring, soft person. He was 79 years old back then. His body was
not skinny or fragile looking like a normal 80-year-old man, but rather,
he looked like he was a strong man of 63. He stood 5 foot 8 with broad
shoulders and a sturdy figure.
That afternoon, my grandpa was sitting on his burnt orange leather
couch. His body sank into the sofa. It was his favorite chair and no one
was allowed to sit on it but him. This didn't matter to me because I liked
sitting on his lap.
"Que novedades hay?" "What new events have you to tell me?'' he
would ask in Spanish. That would gear up a conversation that lasted for
hours. We'd talk about anything and everything, from what I learned at
school to newspaper events he read about. But for so~e reason, the talk
always funneled to one topic, my feelings at school. I told him how I
felt I was different from most of the kids in my class. Also, how much I
compared myself to the class clown. I wanted to be boisterous and funny
like him. I wanted the boy I had a crush on, Oscar, to admire me and
like me for being funny and entertaining. But, instead of being talkative
and gutsy, I would always sit in my chair and doodle. I wondered why
it stressed me so to talk and joke with my friends and acquaintances at
school. Then my grandpa said, "Maybe you're an introvert."
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"What is that?" I asked, as I combed my fingers through his thin,
white hair that glistened. As I did, the sweet faded smell of Johnson's
baby shampoo fluttered into the air. This always reminded me of Downy
fabric softener, maybe because of the way my bed sheets were after being dunked into Downy and pushed into the drier, a combination of soft,
white, rich with scent, warm, and ready to sleep in. Touching my grandpa's hair always made me feel sleepy and at peace.
"It's when you're more inclined to listen and observe than to talk
without hesitation in front of people," he remarked.
I processed what he said and began thinking of whether I fit into that
description. I was more of the observer who watched and analyzed continuously. I watched how Maria, a school mate, spoke, laughed, dressed,
and ran. I watched how Damien drew, talked, and kept on looking at
Ines during Social Studies class. I even stole glances at my grandpa's
wife during dinner. She always stood still and upright, her mouth forming a stern straight line. The creviced skin around it looked pulled and
strained. I noticed the monotonous, almost robotic, movements she took
as she lifted the fork from the plate and into her mouth and back again,
all through dinner. Whenever she noticed I was looking at her, she'd give
me the look that said, "I'd bite you ifl were a rabid dog!"
Thinking further, I didn't like to speak too loudly or too much. I'd
actually get tired of speaking whenever I told a short anecdote about my
weekend to my circle of friends. After thinking all this, I realized I did
fit into the description. I was a shy introvert, but I didn't like it. I thought
being an introvert was alien. It was like a disease that crippled my mouth
and drained the cleverness from me, making me downright boring. But
then Grandpa confessed that he was also an introvert.
"What?" I thought he was kidding because he didn't seem like it. I
noticed he was a quiet man, but I thought that was due to his age. There
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was no way he could be introverted like me. I looked up at a framed photo
ofhim on his shelf. He had been eighteen years old when that photo was
taken. I told myself, "That guy can't be introverted. He looks far from
boring. He looks happy, spiffy, and even handsome." I was awestruck.
To add to my confusion, I remembered all the funny stories Grandpa told
me about his life.
Grandpa had great memories to share. Even my moody teenage
brother would laugh hysterically at the things my grandpa used to do. I
could always see a sparkle in my grandpa's eyes whenever he told one
of his stories. He told us about his outrageous adventures with his best
friends during his early adulthood years. They'd chase girls, break the
law, drive Harleys, and do other fun stuff. He also told us about constructing his own marble business from scratch and detailed what each
step of the process entailed, but the memories he enjoyed sharing the
most were the ones that took him back to his pilot days. Aboard his helicopter, he'd fly to deserted areas along rivers where he'd camp out with
my grandmother, my mom, and my mom's siblings. That helicopter and
jet used to be his life until he had a near death experience. As the helicopter got tangled up with some wires, he lost control, and the helicopter
fell into a river where it sank. I'd say "oooo" and "ahhh" while listening
to these stories, my eyes the size of large marbles.
So after thinking all this I got angry and said, "You are not introverted!" Grandpa chuckled and explained how a person can be introverted and also have fun.
"Being introverted doesn't mean you can't have fun." He told me
how he got over it and chose to accept himself for who he was. "Life
is a bit harder for us because it's difficult to socialize, but you can still
have friends. You can still enjoy yourself by coloring, reading, biking
around the neighborhood, going to pinata parties--ohhh, you can do lots
of things. You'll be fine! Look at me! I'm a happy man and I've always
been happy!"
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This gave me comfort. I loved to do all those things, especially
coloring in my Disney books. And it was true, he was always happy.
Grandpa was not a depressed or grouchy man, who bickered at inanimate
objects, like my friend's grandparents. In fact, he smiled quite often. He
seemed to live at peace with the world and with himself, and I wanted
that for myself. I wanted to feel peace at that instant and not wait 60 years
to feel it. I chose, right then and there, not to feel doomed for my introversion. I chose to be like my grandfather, a person who enjoyed life.
On his lap, I noticed his tissue paper skin. I kissed his cheek gently,
barely making contact, fearing I might tear it with my kiss. I then opted to
kiss him on the forehead where his skin was firmer due to the hard bone
underneath. My pursed mouth touched a hard and cold surface. I gave
him the third and last kiss on middle grounds, his temples. Usually after
a kiss, I'd automatically move forward toward his face and position my
cheek right in front of his mouth. As much as I loved giving him kisses,
I also liked receiving them from him. Ifl didn't do this, he wouldn't kiss
me ever. I'd have to take 98% of the steps and basically give him no
choice but to bestow one on me. I did this. I held my cheek long enough
to receive two kisses.
After getting tired of talking or finally reaching a good ending to
the conversation, I'd scoot a little downward and lay my head on his
shoulders while he resumed reading his newspaper. Never have I been
so comfortable in moments of conversation and silence with anyone. He
is still with me and I am so grateful for that. I am no longer a skinny
fourteen-year-old, but I just might sit on his lap this upcoming visit.
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Special Delivery
DAVID FLEISHER
SETTING: A Post Office
AT RISE: STACY stands at the window, slowly sifting through several envelopes. RALPH, a postal worker, stares at her a few moments.
RALPH
Ma'm, we have people waiting.
STACY
I just want to make sure all the addresses are correct.
RALPH
You should have done that before getting to the window.
STACY
Some of these are bills, some are to personal friends, and I've got one here going
to the IRS. See, I was late on my taxes because my ex-husband didn't send me
all the year-end stuff to report, so now I have to send them a little note asking for
an extension. I'm very busy, I have a million things to do today. Surely you
understand.
RALPH
I most certainly do not understand.
STACY
If you will just let me ...
RALPH
{Interrupting)
It irritates people!
STACY
I'm sorry but I can't very well control how other people act.
RALPH
I'm not asking you to control how other people act. I'm asking you to control
how you act.
STACY
I'm getting indigestion.
RALPH
There are people waiting patiently in line. You aren't the only customer here,
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ma'm. Just look. Take a moment ... look.
(SHE stares at audience)
RALPH (continued)
See? We have company. Surprised?
STACY
Is it that difficult for you to be nice to people? You do serve the public, don't
you? Your superiors do expect you to be cheerful, polite and considerate?
RALPH
(Yelling to audience)
Yes, sir, right with you!
(STACY shoves an envelope in RALPH's face)
STACY
Guess who that's to? My friend, Amanda. She's decided she doesn't like men
any more so she's going to try women for a while. I don't know what's going to
happen to our friendship . It's not that I have anything against lesbians, but my
God, she could have at the very least been considerate enough to give me some
warning.
RALPH
Let me ask you something. Do you think I give a rat's ass whether your friend,
Amelia, is lesbian or not?
STACY
What an ugly mouth you have, especially for a public servant.
RALPH
I'm calling my supervisor.
STACY
And who might that be? Attila the Hun?
RALPH
There are now over thirty people standing behind you. Can you for one moment
see beyond your own concerns and consider the needs of others?
STACY
You know what I think's going on here? You're overworked. You need to take
some time off before you do something you regret. We read all the time about
people like you who go off the deep end and start shooting people out of the
clear blue.
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RALPH
I don't own a gun, ma'am, not yet, anyway.
(STACY shoves an envelope in RALPH's face)
STACY
Bobby Merchant! Got me pregnant. And do you know what that insensitive
animal did when he found out? Married my best friend, Amanda.
RALPH
You just told me Amanda's a lesbian.
STACY
Now she's a lesbian. She wasn't when she married that pissant, Bobby Merchant.
What's your name?
RALPH
Ralph.
STACY
I am not a liar, Ralph. I may be a lot of things, but I am not a liar.
(SHE shoves another envelope in RALPH's face)
STACY (continued)
Ricky Valdez. The biggest snotball that ever walked the face of the earth. He'd
kill his own mother to make a buck. Borrowed a thousand dollars from me,
never paid a dime of it back.
RALPH
Name?
STACY
Son-of-a-bitch was seeing my sister the same time he was seeing me.
RALPH
Name?
STACY
Ricky, RickY Valdez.
RALPH
Your name, lady. What's your name?
STACY
Stacy Conover.
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RALPH
(Writing it down)
I need to file a grievance report against you.
(SHE shoves another envelope in RALPH's face)
STACY
Here, file a grievance report against this. My VISA bill. Over five thousand
dollars. Bought presents for all my friends. Thought it'd be a nice thing to do.
Did anyone buy me presents? I don't think so. Why? Because they don't care
about anyone but themselves.
RALPH
(to audience)
My day started off so good. My boss gave me a raise, and the wife and I got
back together again.
STACY
Not one lousy present ... from any of them.
RALPH
(to audience)
We decided to buy a new house.
STACY
Know what I'm giving my friends for Christmas? Food poisoning.
RALPH
(to audience)
It'll be just like when we first met.
(She shoves another envelope in RALPH's face)
STACY
Gloria Boatright! Spread bad rumors about me in high school ... stabbed me in
the back whenever she could. Bitch! Know what's gonna happen when she
opens this? She's gonna need a new facelift.
(She shoves another envelope in RALPH's face)
STACY
Virginia Lake! Third grade teacher. Told me I had no talent ... none whatsoever.
Said I'd amount to absolutely nothing.
RALPH
(into phone)
Sir, this is Ralph. I'm sorry to disturb you.
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STACY
Know what? She was right. I've amounted to absolutely nothing.
RALPH
(into phone)
Could you send someone down here right away? We have a problem.
(He hangs up)
STACY
(staring at envelope)
Know what, Miss Lake? I'm going to amount to something now.
RALPH
I bet you're a postal inspector working undercover. Trying to find out how we
hold up under pressure.
(She shoves another envelope in his face)
STACY
Cindy Clayton. Had an affair with my Dad when mom was out of town. I
walked in on 'em. Know what she said to me? "Don't you believe in knocking?"
(to audience)
Yeah, she actually said that to me.
RALPH
She does have a point.
STACY
It was my bedroom!
RALPH
It's a matter of common courtesy.
STACY
They were doing it in my bed. Okay? My bed.
RALPH
(to audience)
Excuse me, sir, let's get something straight. I'll be the one to decide when this
woman's been here long enough. Okay? I work here, you don't.
STACY
(staring at envelope)
When that slut opens this, she'lllook like Quasimodo.
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(Phone rings)
RALPH
(Into phone)
Yes? Who? Hold on.
(To STACY)
For you.
STACY
Who is it?
RALPH
(Into phone)
Who may I say's calling?
(to STACY)
Gerald Peterson.
STACY
Gerald Peterson?
RALPH
My supervisor.
(He hands phone to STACY)
STACY
(into phone)
Hello? Yes? Look, sir, I'm doing everything I can to expedite the process, but
your underling here insists on harassing me at every turn in the road.
STACY (continued)
(Suddenly very cheerful, all smiles)
By the way, you have a lovely voice. Are you an actor on the side? I thought
so. You'll have to let me know when I can see you perform.
(All business again)
Listen, I think you should reconsider giving Ralph here a raise. He's been quite
rude. Fine, I'll let him know.
(She hangs up, hands phone to RALPH)
STACY (continued)
Mr. Peterson wants me to tell you he's revoking you:r raise.
RALPH
What?!
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(PHONE RINGS)
STACY
(into phone)
Hello? Yes, ma'm, this is the post office. Please hold, I'll see.
(She holds hand over mouthpiece)
STACY (continued)
(to RALPH)
It's for you. Are you here?
RALPH
Of course I'm here!
STACY
(into phone)
May I tell him who's calling? Miss Fife? His wife. Please hold.
(Hands phone to RALPH)
Try not to be too long. We've all been waiting so patiently, not to mention
you're on company time.
RALPH
(into phone)
Hi, Honey!
STACY
See? Isn't it just as easy to be nice to people?
RALPH
(into phone)
Sounds beautiful, Sweetheart, but, listen, don't give the realtor the high sign yet.
There's something I need to tell you. Now don't worry, I'm sure I'll get it all
worked out, no problem, there's just a little snag on this end. I won't be getting
that raise right away.
(Pause)
Honey? Pumpkin?
(Hangs up)
RALPH (continued)
(to STACY)
She hung up on me. Happy?
STACY
No, I am not happy. I've been waiting for God knows how long just to mail a
few letters. It's not like I have a bag full of mail.
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RALPH
She's probably going to leave me again.
STACY
Can you blame her? Pumpkin? What the hell kinda name is that? I'd leave,
too, if my husband called me "Pumpkin."
RALPH
Call my supervisor and get my raise back. Please!

STACY
Will you be pleasant and cheerful and smile?
RALPH
Yes.
STACY
Will you ever accuse me of being a liar again?
RALPH
No.
STACY
Will you get off your duff and get me my stamps?
RALPH
Yes.
STACY
Phone.
(He dials, hands phone to STACY)
STACY
(into phone)
Mr. Peterson? Excuse me? Okay, Jerry. I'm Stacy. Listen, your little helper
here is doing just fine now. I'd give him his raise back ifl were you. Beg your
pardon? I'm divorced. Oh, I'd love to! Please hold.
(to RALPH)
Your supervisor wants to know if you're available to drive this Friday night.
RALPH
Drive?
STACY
Yeah. Overtime. Said you'll get time-and-a-half. We're going to dinner,
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maybe a movie, then drinks.
RALPH
What in God's name are you talking about?
STACY
Dinner, maybe a movie, then drinks.
RALPH
Mr. Peterson wants me to chauffeur the two of you around town?
STACY
Do you have a problem with that?
RALPH
Punishment. He hates being interrupted at work.
STACY
(into phone)
Jerry? All set. Seven o'clock?
(to RALPH)
Is seven convenient for you?
RALPH
But I don't get off until Six! I have to clock out, drive home, take a shower, eat
dinner ...
STACY
(Interrupting)
Hey!
RALPH
Fine.
STACY
(into phone)
Perfect.
(hangs up)
STACY
(To RALPH)
Not to worry. You've got your raise back.
RALPH
Thank: God.
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STACY
Don't thank God, thank me. My address is 1341 Lakeland Avenue. Since you
work for the post office, you should have no trouble finding it. And please, try
to be punctual.
(SHE EXITS. RALPH immediately picks up phone and dials)
RALPH
(into phone)
Honey? Wait! Wait a minute! I got the raise. Yeah ... put my foot down and
demanded it. You do whatcha gotta do. Go ahead and call the realtor. What? I
don't need to see it. Okay, when? Friday night? This Friday night? Not a good
time, Sweetheart. Mr. Peterson wants to meet with me after work and go over
my new job description. Listen, I've got people waiting. Love you, Pumpkin.
(He hangs up)
RALPH
(to audience)
Next!
(Lights fade)
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Facebook Friends
BRITTANY BARBERINO AND
ALICIA VALBUENA
CAST OF CHARACTERS
CHLOE- A twenty-two- year old female and south Florida native.
CALVIN- A twenty-three-year old graduate student at the Florida Atlantic
University.
DAN- A fellow student of Calvin's and fraternity house member.
AT RISE: A dark-lit stage with one large spotlight CS. CALVIN and DAN,
who is already three sheets to the wind, are at one side of the spotlight
where CHLOE is at the other.
DAN
(to Calvin)
Dude, she's totally giving you the eye.
CALVIN looks over at CHLOE, who is in fact eyeing him.
DAN
Man, go over there.
CALVIN
No, she isn't. Well is she?
DAN
Yeah man, come on.
CALVIN
Well ...
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DAN
All right, let's go.
DAN grabs CALVIN by wrist and drags him to CHLOE.
DAN
Excuse me, mademoiselle (mispronounced). What drink can my friend
Calvin interest you in?
CHLOE
Umm, sure, can I have a vodka soda? (To CALVIN) You sure you want to
buy me a drink?
CALVIN
Yes, of course ...
DAN
No, no, no, Dan-no got you tonight. (While walking away) You two kids
talk.
CALVIN
Well, I'm Calvin.
CHLOE
I know.
CALVIN
Oh, sorry to re-introduce myself.
CHLOE
No, your friend, Dan-no? He just said it.
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CALVIN
Oh, ok, so you here alone tonight?
CHLOE
Well, I was supposed to be meeting my sister, but her boyfriend and her
are fighting, blah, blah, blah.
CALVIN
Oh, yeah. That's rough.
BEAT
CALVIN
So what do you do .. .
ENTER DAN USL
DAN
It's ok kids, Uncle Dan-no's here, he's brought shots!
DAN brings a tray of three shots, and four drinks, two for CALVIN, two
for CHLOE. ·
CHLOE
Cheers to that.
DAN
(To CALVIN, in front of CHLOE, too drunk to understand she is there)
I told you she likes you.
CALVIN smiles weakly at CHLOE as an apology, takes a big gulp of his
drink.
CHLOE
(To CALVIN)
It's ok.
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DAN
Of course it's ok. (To CALVIN) I have three half naked co-eds (elbows
CALVIN) back at the table with the boys. You should stay here and man
the farm.
DAN exits USL before CALVIN acknowledges he spoke.
CHLOE
So, you said you're a grad student?
CALVIN
Uh, when did I say that?
CHLOE
Oh ... uh ... Dan said that, right?
CALVIN
I don't think so ... But yes, at FAU for architecture. Someday you'll be
standing in a building that I built. How about you? Are you in school?
CALVIN keeps drinking.
CHLOE
No, but you want to build me a castle?
CALVIN
(moving in closer)
I'd love to, what kind?
CHLOE
Well, I've always dreamed of living in an orange medieval chateau, you
know, like something you'd see in France, only more orange.
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CALVIN
Wow, orange is my favorite color!
CHLOE
Yah, me too! I'm obsessed! I even have an orange hoodie from Gap. Did
you even know Gap made orange hoodies?
CALVIN
Yah! I have an orange hoodie from Gap!
CALVIN has now finished his allotted aforementioned drinks and points
at CHLOE for permission to drink the one she has yet to touch. She nods
in approval.
CHLOE
(twirling her hair)
Oh my God! (Playfully hits his chest) Are you stalking me?
CALVIN
I'm starved. Wanna get out of here?
CHLOE
Sure (giggles).
AT RISE: In CALVIN's apartment.
CALVIN
My apologies. I really believed that pizza place would be open.
CHLOE
It's all right, thanks for letting me eat the rest of your roommate's string
cheese.
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CALVIN
Well, you know chivalry is not dead, they say.
CALVIN moves closer to CHLOE
CHLOE
I have heard that.
CALVIN
Well, I take things fast, a castle and string cheese.
CHLOE
You are truly my prince ...
CALVIN and CHLOE share a short and awkward peck on the lips.
CHLOE
(under her breath)
It was better than I thought it would be.
CALVIN
You have been picturing it all night?
CHLOE
Forever, I told you, you are my prince.
CALVIN
But we just met.
CHLOE
Maybe we're old souls.
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CALVIN
(Slightly confused)
Yeah? Like how?
CHLOE
Well, maybe we were romantic, yet war-tom lovers in Medieval Europe,
but your family was persecuted because you were Jewish.
CALVIN
How do you know I'm Jewish and what are you talking about?
CHLOE
I just thought we had a connection. A real connection. Maybe I should
go.
CHLOE heads for door.
CALVIN
No, wait!
CALVIN grabs her by the wrist and she spins herself into him, completely
unwelcomed.
CHLOE
Oh, so you like it when I play hard to get, huh?
CALVIN
Excuse me?
CALVIN backs away.
CHLOE
You know, you like when I pretend to leave. But don't worry, I would
never really leave you. I couldn't leave you- like she did.
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CALVIN
What? Like who did?
CHLOE
Amanda, your ex.
CALVIN
(backing even further away)
How do you know about her?
CHLOE
Who doesn't? All those pictures you took, in your bathing suits, when you
went to Cancun. Who doesn't know? God, she was like posting them for 3
weeks and all her friends made so many comments.
CALVIN
I, I. .. think you should go now .. .
CHLOE
(quickly)
Should I go? Just like Amanda did, or what was that blonde's name? Ashley? She was super pretty; too bad you couldn't keep her for more than 3
weeks. She untagged you. You, however, weren't so inclined.
CALVIN
(Now sober)
How do you even know this?
CHLOE walks towards CALVIN. Every step he takes backwards, she
takes forwards, until he's cornered with US arm on wall.
CHLOE
Oh yeah? ... and joining that frat is soooo not you. You're just trying to
make Joseph proud.
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CALVIN
Joseph?
CHLOE
Your father, you know the old guy who can't shop anywhere else but
Brooks Brothers, duh.
CALVIN
Are you a spy? Did the frat set this up on me?
CHLOE
No.
CALVIN
Come on guys! I'm punk-ed. You got me.
CHLOE
This isn't a joke.
CALVIN
Come out now, guys! Where you hiding?
CALVIN heads towards closet, CHLOE grabs his hair.
CHLOE
(whispers into his ear)
I am serious.
CHLOE backs CALVIN CSR and tackles him to ground. She takes off the
scarf from around her neck and tries choking him.
ENTER SL DAN stumbles to fridge.
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DAN
Dude, who ate all my string cheese? Cal, you better be awake.
DAN storms to SL
You better be awake for me to kick your ass!
DAN quickly glances and sees only CHLOE on top of CALVIN.
Oh, sorry bro, Lady friend, oh yeah.
CALVIN
(barely squeaking)
Help me.

DAN
I'll kick your ass in the morning. (screaming while walking away) Get
Some!
CALVIN
(staring dead into CHLOE's eyes)
Help me.
CHLOE
Why don't you go change your status about it.
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Sodacorp
JOHN DEERING
MEET THE PLAYERS.
JIMMY.
Jimmy Lightning is healthy, happy, energetic, outgoing, athletic .
. . a classic American hero.
MARK.

Mark is one of Jimmy's close friends, a bit less bold and adventurous than Jimmy himself.
SODA MACHINE.
A vending machine that offers people bottles of soda for dollar
bills . . . and rips people off.
MR. SODA.
The diabolical villain of this story. Mr. Soda is the richest, most
powerful man on Earth - all because of his legacy to the world, SodaCorp.
Mr. Soda sees to it that soda machines eat people's money on purpose!

GUARDS 1 &2.
Two security guards who work for Mr. Soda. They love their job,
and will defend it to the death!
NINJAS.
Six ninja-like warriors working for Mr. Soda. Basically, think of
the ongoing flow of mindless, generic bad guys you fight in video-games
- arcade beat-em-up games, to be specific.
Music from the first level of "Super Mario Bros." plays, as the title fades
in on both video screens:
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The cast and crew of the show are standing on stage, passing boxes from
one person to the next. After about 15 seconds, everyone starts to exit
STAGE LEFT and RIGHT- except for one person, who stays in the middle ofthe stage, oblivious. When she realizes everyone else is leaving, she
walks off toward STAGE RIGHT, then changes her mind and goes toward
STAGE LEFT, then RIGHT again. Fade to black.
Scene 1.
Jimmy and Mark are both working out inside a gym, with two instructors
leading. Michael Sembello's "Maniac" plays as they go through a vigorous workout.
INSTRUCTOR 1: Whoo ... stretch all the way up ... now stretch all the
way down ... can you feel it?
The four people bounce across the stage, exercising vigorously;
Jimmy and Mark awkwardly move out of rhythm.
Finally, the workout ends.
INSTRUCTOR 1: (clap, clap) WHOO! Good workout, everybody! (clap)
Great workout.
Both instructors walk toward two soda bottles lying on the floor,
and pick them up.
INSTRUCTOR 2: I'm thirsty.
INSTRUCTOR 1: Me too.
Both instructors start drinking from the bottles.
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Jimmy, very thirsty and looking clearly pained about it, watches the instructors as they drink; he seems to want to say something, but
doesn't quite say it.
The instructors get more into it, leaning closer to Jimmy, enjoying
their drinks more.
INSTRUCTORS l & 2: Mmm ... ohhh ...
INSTRUCTOR 2: Oh, that's so refreshing.
INSTRUCTOR l: So very refreshing.
INSTRUCTOR 2: Spinner class?
INSTRUCTOR l: Absolutely!
Both high-five each other, and run off to STAGE RIGHT. Jimmy,
still looking painfully thirsty, walks toward them, but doesn't say anything.
He turns to Mark.
JIMMY: I'm so thirsty right now! I'm so thirsty, you have no idea!
MARK: You put exactly what I was thinking into words!
JIMMY: I just wish we'd brought something to drink!
MARK: We could try some soda ...
JIMMY: ... What's soda?
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MARK: Oh - I mean, nothing. You wouldn't like it.
JIMMY: No, no . . . go on, tell me.
MARK: Well, you see, soda is this drink JIMMY: Who's it made by?
MARK: Well no, it's a type of drink. And there are different kinds of
soda.
JIMMY: Well, where can I get this stuff?
MARK: They have a vending machine right outside the gymnasium!
Come on, let's give it a shot!
JIMMY: YES!
They awkwardly run off to STAGE RIGHT.

Scene 2.
The soda machine (a man in a vending machine costume, with his
human face and hands visible) enters STAGE LEFT.
Jimmy and Mark awkwardly run from STAGE RIGHT to the
vending machine.
Overcome with awe, Jimmy goes down to his knees to admire the
thing.
JIMMY: Ohhh, wow!
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The spotlight shines on a female singer, standing at STAGE
RIGHT. She extends her hands toward the machine and starts singing like
an angel for five seconds.
MARK: This, my friend, is a vending machine- where if youThe singer starts singing the heavenly tune again.
MARK: (putting his hand to his neck, communicating "Nix it") Shut up!
The spotlight on her fades out.
MARK: - where, if you give it money, it gives you a soda!
TIMMY: This is the most remarkable thing I've ever seen!
MARK: Yeah, I'm surprised you've never seen one of these before.
TIMMY: Well ... I have a dollar in my pocket . . . I'll give it a shot!
Jimmy looks at the machine.
The human hands are waving hungrily - it can't wait for that dollar.
JIMMY: (looking at Mark) How's it work?
MARK: Here, you have to do it like this.
Mark feeds the dollar into the machine.
Slowly, carefully, he puts the dollar into the machine.
TIMMY: . . . What do I do now?
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MARK: Here, here, watch, watch, you just have to press one of these
buttons. The orange one's orange soda, and red one is cherry cola, and so
on!
JIMMY: Hmm ... tough selection . . . but I think . ..
He presses a button.
SODA MACHINE: EHH!
JIMMY: .. . Is there a third step?
MARK: No, no, wait a second . ..
Mark presses the button again.
SODA MACHINE: EHH!
MARK: The soda just ate your money.
JIMMY: What?? I've never heard of anything like this!
Mark presses the button a third time; yet again, the machine makes
the "EHH!" noise.
MARK: It just ate it, just like that!

JIMMY: Wait, so you're telling me that I just ... I just fed this thing my
money ... and it just ate it?
MARK: That's what it looks like.

Smiling, the soda machine nods his head.
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JIMMY: ... And that's it?
MARK: Basically.
JIMMY: (rolling up his sleeves) This isn't over.
MARK: (pulling Jimmy away) Aww, come on!
Jimmy starts taking off his shoe, as if about to throw it at the machine; Mark restrains him by pulling him away.
JIMMY: No! This isn't over!
MARK: Aww, come on! It's just a soda machine!
Smiling, the soda machine tauntingly waves bye-bye as Mark
pulls Jimmy out of sight, exiting STAGE RIGHT.
Scene 3.
A blue spotlight appears over the scene as Mark enters STAGE
RIGHT, carrying Jimmy, who is asleep.
Mark carries him all the way to CENTER STAGE, and sets him
down on the floor.
MARK: Shhhh!
Mark exits STAGE LEFT.
FEMALE VOICE: (tauntingly) Soooda ate your moooney ...
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ITMMY: (tossing and turning in his sleep) No!
FEMALE VOICE: Soooda ate your moooney!
JIMMY: (tossing and turning more) No, no!!
MALE VOICE: Soda ate cho money, foo!
JIMMY: (bolting to his feet) NOO!
Jimmy opens up both pockets - empty.
JIMMY: I'll have my revenge!
Someone offstage (STAGE RIGHT) throws a backpack to Jimmy;
he catches it.
The lights tum on. Jimmy starts going through the backpack while
Mark runs in from STAGE LEFT.
MARK: What are you doing??
JIMMY: (putting on the backpack) Nothing. Just- just leave me alone!
MARK: Well I hope you're not doing what I think you're doing, which I
know you should not be doing!
JIMMY: Yes I am!
MARK: You know what happened to your cousin Chris?
JIMMY: ... You mean that time he got excited playing Ms. Pac-Man?
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MARK: Noo - the time he tried to take on the candy corporation!
JIMMY: This isn't anything like that! ... 0-okay, it's somewhat like that
. .. but you can't stop me!
MARK: Then I'm going with you!
JIMMY: You can't - it's too dangerous!
MARK: Okay, you talked me out of it. But . . . ifyou are going . . .
(presenting a giant rolled-up sheet) ... then you should take this.
The female singer appears at STAGE RIGHT again, singing a
heavenly song.
MARK: Seriously JIMMY: Come on! Really?
The spotlight fades out as she walks away, defeated.
MARK: I don't know why she does that.
JIMMY: I hate her!
Jimmy looks at the rolled-up sheet in his hands.
JIMMY: Well, what is it?
MARK: That is the blueprints to the soda corporation.
JIMMY: Where did you get -
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MARK: eBay . .. eBay.
JIMMY: All right.
MARK: Now go!

JIMMY: Yes!
Jimmy and Mark awkwardly run off toward STAGE RIGHT and
LEFT.
Fade to black.
Scene 4.
The two TV screens present the soda company's logo: a metal can of soda

in the upper-left comer, spilling out a stream of soda which forms the letters of SODACORP.
Two security guards bounce into the scene, full of energy, from STAGE
RIGHT.
GUARD 2: OHMAN, another day of work!!
GUARD 1: Yeah! Being a guard here at the soda corporation is the best
job I've ever had! Twenty bucks an hour!
GUARD 2: You can say that again!
GUARD I: And the best part of it all is . ..
BOTH: FREE SODA!
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GUARD 1: Ha ha ha!
GUARD 2: We're guaranteed no rip-offs - while the little people lose their
dollar bills, one - by- one!
Both guards suddenly snap to attention as they hear a thumping
sound (actually caused by Guard 2 hitting the wooden floor with both feet).
They immediately become alert, looking for an intruder.
GUARD 2: What was that?
GUARD 1: Is that ... (looking around) ... an intruder?
Sleeping gas starts to fill the air (people offstage imitating the
sounds of spraying gas); both guards collapse to the ground.
Jimmy enters from STAGE RIGHT.
llMMY: The sleeping gas worked!
GUARD 2: Help ... help!
JIMMY: I'll help you! ... But first you have to help me get inside the
building.
She gives him a keycard.
GUARD 2: (weakly) Here .. . it's all I have.
llMMY: What is it?
GUARD 2: A level one ... security card!
JIMMY: Level one?
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GUARD 2: There are ... six levels ... altogether.
JIMMY: Well - this should at least get me through the door. So, thank
you. And, like I said, I'd help you ... break your neck.
GUARD 2: Huh -?
(Jimmy twists her head to the side.)
Jimmy walks cautiously to CENTER STAGE (while the guards
start rolling out of view).
Scene 5.
The lights fade out, while a spotlight casts on Jimmy. He swipes
the security card down an imaginary slot.
VOICE: Welcome to my castle, Security Guard Zero Zero Eight Three ..
or should I say, Jimmy.
Jimmy gasps.
VOICE: Yes, you thought I wouldn't find you. Now I will show you what
kind of person is in charge of this world ... and what kind of person simply gets wiped away like a flea.
JIMMY: Gimme my dollar back and this will all be over!
MR. SODA: I'm afraid I can't do that, Jimmy- it would be a poor business
decision. As you have doubtlessly come to see at this point, I have my
hands on your dollar, and I do not intend on giving it back.
JIMMY: Well then come down here and face me like a man!
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MR. SODA: I've got a better idea ... how about I win with a game of numbers? There is only one of you - but I have six warriors to fight for me!
JIMMY: What do you mean?
MR. SODA: I mean . . . quite simply . .. it is time to, as you might say,
do or die.
Everything fades to black.
Scene 6.
Normal light fills all parts of the stage again. Video-game music begins
to play.
While Jimmy is at CENTER STAGE, Ninja 1 appears at STAGE
LEFT. The two get into video-game style martial arts poses, then fight:
Jimmy walks up to her, hits her three times (causing quick flashes of light
every hit), and she steps backward.
Ninja 2 appears at STAGE RIGHT; Jimmy walks up to her, hits
her three times (again causing three quick flashes of light), and then she
steps backward.
Jimmy goes back to Ninja 1, hits her three more times, and she's
down for good - she makes a loud moaning sound, while the sound effect
ofPac-Man dying plays.
Jimmy goes back to Ninja 2, hits her three more times, ending in a
dramatic uppercut; she spins around while flying out of sight, again causing the dying sound effect.
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Jimmy walks to CENTER STAGE. He gets into a victory pose as
triumphant video-game music plays.
New video-game music comes on, as Jimmy gets into a fighting
pose again for the next fight. (Prop Guy stands next to Jimmy, but is not
actually part of the scene; his black clothing blends in with the black curtains.)
Ninja 3 appears at STAGE LEFT. He walks up to her, punches her
three times, and she's down.
Ninja 4 appears at STAGE RIGHT.

Jimmy walks up to her,

punches her three times, and she's down. Meanwhile, Ninja 3 starts to rise
back to her feet.
Jimmy goes back to Ninja 3, and fights her again: punch, punch,
punch, uppercut! She's down for good.
He goes back to Ninja 4, swinging faster punches, then finishing
her off with a stomach punch.
Ninjas 3 and 4 are both sitting on the floor, defeated ... but Prop
Guy walks toward Ninja 3 with hovering purple grapes. (To create the effect of the purple grapes hovering in the air, Prop Guy holds a black wand,
which blends against the black curtains, with the grapes at the end.) The
actresses who played Ninjas 1 and 2 sneak into the scene invisibly, standing behind Ninja 3; as she rises back to her feet, it appears that she (now
becoming Ninja 5) has six arms.
Now running at full power, the six-armed ninja warrior walks toward Jimmy! He tries punching her repeatedly while walking backwards,
but it doesn't seem to work ... until he does a foot-sweep move, causing
the warrior to fall back, defeated.

LL

I

83

Jimmy runs to STAGE LEFT. Three more female ninjas walk
to STAGE RIGHT, while Prop Guy brings a floating banana to the one
in front. All three ninjas, who are sitting on the ground, start bulging out
their arms as they rise to their feet.
Ninjas 6, 7, and 8 run in a circle around Jimmy: one is to his left,
one is to his right, and one is behind him.
They all run around him in a circle for a few moments. He hits
Ninja 6; then 7; he grabs Ninja 8 and flips her over, onto her back. Ninja
6 runs to him; he grabs her arm, spins her in a half-circle, and lets go.
Lightning-fast, he throws a series of punches at her waist.
Now it's down to just Jimmy and the final ninja. Jimmy starts
moving both arms in a circle, gathering his chi energy. (Behind him, Prop
Guy waves around a piece of red silk.) Then, Jimmy puts both hands together and shoots a fireball at the last ninja (Prop Guy walks toward the
ninja holding a hovering red ball). The sound effect of a fireball plays as
the fireball hits the last ninja, who moves back, down for good.
Victorious music plays again, and the spotlight shines on Jimmy
at CENTER STAGE; he starts shaking his hands around, blowing on them,
and wiping them on his legs.
VOICE: Now you must face my elite warriors!
Mortal Kombat music starts playing.
Ninjas 9 and 10 enter the scene from behind Jimmy. While staying still, Jimmy goes through some martial arts poses; the ninjas do the
same, while walking around him.
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After about 5-l 0 seconds of this, the full spotlight comes back on,
and they start fighting. The ninjas really look more like they're dancing
than fighting; and, for the first time, Jimmy is losing!
Screaming, and thrashing in place, Jimmy gets down to his knees,
while the last two ninjas continue to dance-fight him!
At last, Jimmy seems defeated. He sprawls forward on the ground,
appearing done for ... but then Prop Guy walks up behind him and holds
up a glowing, color-changing gem! He lowers the gem to Jimmy's back;
and it starts to fill him with energy again!
A second prop guy (also dressed in all black) comes up behind
Jimmy and picks him up into the air. Jimmy extends both feet outward,
while Prop Guy 2 - holding Jimmy by the sides - spins him around in
circles, while walking toward STAGE LEFT, giving the appearance that
Jimmy is executing an impossible twirl-kick! As he twirl-kicks Ninja 9,
she flies back, done for; then he moves on to Ninja 10, taking her down as
well. Prop Guy 2 sets Jimmy down, and runs out of sight.
At last done with all the warriors, Jimmy moves to CENTER
STAGE.
Exhausted, Jimmy lurches forward, clutching his ribs.
Again, all the lights disappear except for one spotlight on Jimmy.
VOICE: Now that you have taken down all of my henchmen, you have
proven yourself a worthy challenge. Proceed to my quarters at once!
The lights all turn off, except for a spotlight aimed at STAGE
RIGHT.
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TIMMY: (walking toward STAGE RIGHT) Your quarters?
As the voice talks, Jimmy presses the buttons as instructed.
VOICE: Enter the nearby elevator. Press the button 4. Then press 9. Then
press 3. If you press the buttons in that exact sequence, the elevator will
take you to ... the secret level.
JIMMY: (spinning, moving toward CENTER STAGE) The secret level??
VOICE: My private floor. Proceed at once.
At last, Mr. Soda himself enters the scene at STAGE LEFT, wearing a purple hooded robe that conceals his entire body.
VOICE: Now that you are here, we can fight!

Mr. Soda uncovers his hood, revealing ... Mark!
JIMMY: ... Mark?
MARK: (waving, still appearing dorky) Hey.
Mark starts taking off the robe, looking just as he always did before.
JIMMY: What are you doing here?
MARK: It's a part-time job, I work here!
JIMMY: Oh. Hey, can I have my dollar back?
MARK:Nooo!
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JIMMY: I'm gonna have to fight you, then.
MARK: I must warn you, I'm Level 70 at World ofWarcraft.
JIMMY: All right, then. En guarde!
Jimmy and Mark assume fighting poses; the theme song for "XMen: the Animated Series" starts to play.
They start fighting. Punch, punch, punch ... both hold one another's arms, and Jimmy does a backward somersault, flipping Mark backwards. Mark, both hands on the floor, gets back to his feet.
They start fighting again, and Mark flips Jimmy over his shoulders. Jimmy jumps back, then runs forward and executes a Sliding Kick,
which Mark twirls to avoid.
Once again, they stand facing each other, ready to fight. Mark
extends one hand, then his fingers, just as the slicing sound effect plays in
the theme song; Jimmy turns around and runs away, clutching his throat.
Mark jumps up and down victoriously.
Jimmy runs back at Mark, and executes a back flip off his chest.
Then he runs forward, and gently kicks him in the shins.
MARK:Owww!
Jimmy touches his chest, then, as Mark looks down, flings the
finger up to his face.
Mark stands in place, his head spinning around and around - defeated, but not yet dead.
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A narrator pops into view at STAGE RIGHT.
NARRATOR: Finish him!
The narrator slides out of view again; Jimmy flies into the scene,
executing a Flying Kick (staying in the pose while Prop Guy 2 holds him
up in the air and runs toward Mark). The flying kick hits Mark, and both
him and Prop Guy 2 walk out of view toward STAGE LEFT.
Jimmy has won the battle, and now he's exhausted.
A hovering dollar bill floats in front of him (supplied by the first
Prop Guy).
JIMMY: Oh!! (grabbing the bill) My dollar! I thought I'd never see you
again! I'll never part ways with you again!
The TV screens display the message GAME OVER. Jimmy assumes a victorious pose and jumps up into the air, as the play FREEZEFRAMES. (Ninjas 9 and 10, still wearing all black, run into the scene
from both sides of the stage, grip him by the legs, and hold him frozen in
the air.)
llMMY: Yyyes!!
Fade to black.
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Clarissa Niki Fanjul is from Guatemala. She is a sophomore at Lynn University, majoring in international business. She enjoys living in Florida,
though she misses her family and her adorable Doberman and German
shepherd dogs. In her free time she loves to read and write in her journal
and hopes to one day write a collection of memoirs.
David Fleisher is an Associate Professor at Lynn University. His collection of fifteen short, dark comedies, Grave Concerns, has been produced at
theaters around the United States and three have been produced in Ireland.
The complete collection of Grave Concerns is in the library of the Drama
League of Ireland. His monologues "Flat Tire" and "Mrs. Mygoodness"
were published in The Best Men's Stage Monologues of 1999 and the The
Best Women's Stage Monologues of2000 (Smith & Kraus). His short play
"4-1-1" appears in the anthology 35 In 10: 35 Ten-Minute Plays (Dramatic
Publishing, 2005). He is also co-author of the nonfiction book Death Of
An American: The Killing Of John Singer (Continuum Publishing Company, New York, NY 1983). Fleisher is a member of the Dramatists Guild
and Authors Guild.
John Grey is a poet who lives in Providence, Rhode Island.
Todd Lawlor is 19 years old and a freshman at Lynn. He was born in
Philadelphia and has always loved reading. He found out how much he
loved reading as a junior in high school when his English teacher turned
him onto fantastic writers from which he has drawn inspiration. His favorite writers are, but not limited to, Kurt Vonnegut, John Updike, William
90

ll

T

Faulkner, and Hemy David Thoreau. He never saw himself as a person
who could write well but after reading the works of famous authors he
learned how to take what he sees and then use the right words to recreate
his image onto paper.
Lyn Lifshin's Another Woman Who Looks Like Me was published by
Black Sparrow in October, 2006. It has been selected for the 2007 Paterson Award for Literary Excellence for previous finalists of the Paterson
Poetry Prize. (ORDER@GODINE.COM ). Also out in 2006 was her prize
winning book about the famous, short lived beautiful race horse, Ruffian:
The Licorice Daughter: My Year With Ruffian from Texas Review Press.
Her poems have appeared in many literary and poetry magazines and she
is the subject of an award winning documentary film, Lyn Lifshin: Not
Made of Glass, available from Women Make Movies. Her poem, The No
More Apologizing, the No More Little, Laughing Blues has been called
among the most impressive documents of the women's poetry movement,
by Alicia Ostriker. For interviews, photographs, more biomaterial, reviews, interviews, prose, samples of work and more, her web site is www.
lynlifshin.com
James Montgomery is a legend in the blues world. He grew up in Detroit
where he learned his craft directly from blues masters such as John Lee
Hooker, James Cotton and Jr. Wells. After graduating with a degree in
English Literature from Boston University, Montgomery started his own
band and went on to make several recordings and tour with most major
acts including Aerosmith, Bruce Springsteen, the Allman Brothers, and
B.B. King. He is currently featured in Delta Rising, a film with Morgan
Freeman and Willie Nelson and many Delta blues musicians, and is completing a CD that features many rap legends. His band continues to work
200 nights a year and is currently performing with rock/blues/jazz guitar
legend, J. Geils.
Jeff Morgan, Associate Professor in the English Department at Lynn University, is the author of Sarah Orne Jewett s Feminine Pastoral Vision:
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The Country of the Pointed Firs and edited an edition of Jewett's novel.
His essays appear in Florida English, Romanticism and Parenting, and
The International Journal ofInterdisciplinary Social Sciences. His poetry
appears in numerous publications, most recently in Florida Studies, Straylight, and Main Channel Voices. He lives in Boynton Beach, Florida with
his wife, Dana, and son, Colin.

Michael Morris was born in Waterbury, Connecticut and has lived in
Sonoma, California for 28 years. His work has appeared in over 55 literary journals and anthologies. Michael is an award winning writer and
the author of two novels, one book of short stories, and nine collections
of poetry. In 2007 Happy Rock Publications published his collection of
poetry A Juke Joint Played In. In 2008 Minotaur Press published A Wink
Centuries Old as a chapbook and has agreed to publish an upcoming collection entitled Tales from Bohemia.
Shari O'Brien is a lecturer in English at the University of Toledo and an
attorney representing neglected/abused children in juvenile court. Her poetry has been widely published and has won several national awards.
Simon Perchik is an attorney whose poems have appeared in Partisan
Review, The New Yorker and elsewhere. Rafts (Parsifal Editions) is his
most recent collection. Family ofMan (Pavement Saw Press) is scheduled
for Fall 2009. For more information, including his essay "Magic, Illusion
and Other Realities" and a complete bibliography, please visit his website
at <www.geocities.com/simonthepoet>.
Shannon S. Ray was born in Curac;:ao, a tiny island in the Caribbean. She
lived there until she finished high school in 2005. Then she moved to Holland where she studied Biology at the University ofLeiden and later went
to the United States to pursue her dream of acting. Finally she made it to
Lynn University in the fall of2008.
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Joe Scaggs was born in Lynchburg, Virginia in 1988. At age 18 he made
his way down to Georgia and then finally to Lynn University in Florida.
He enjoys writing about death and dying since it is the one thing we will
all have to do one day. Therefore one day everybody can relate to his stories whether you die gruesomely or boringly. "We are all on our way, act
accordingly"--Frank Costello.
Matt Stewart is a passionate Red Sox fan. He is a native of Boston, Massachusetts and is currently a Hospitality major at Lynn University. If not
writing, he can be found outside enjoying the hot Florida sun. After graduating, he plans on getting his master's degree and moving back up North.
Jane Stuart works at home (Greenup, Kentucky) on sonnets, the villanelle,
haiku, tanka, and some cinquains while waiting for the crabapple tree to
bloom and admiring the daffodils, big rabbits, deer, and wild turkeys.
Alicia Valbuena is a 2009 graduate of Lynn University, having majored
in English. She was an officer of the Lynn University Poetry Club, and
participated in the Lynn University 2009 24-Hour Playwriting Project.
Fredrick Zydek is the author of eight collections of poetry. T'Kopechuck:
the Buckley Poems is forthcoming from Winthrop Press later this year.
Formerly a professor of creative writing and theology at the University of
Nebraska and later at the College of Saint Mary, he is now a gentleman
farmer when he isn't writing. He is the editor for Lone Willow Press. His
work has appeared in The Antioch Review, Cimmaron Review, The Hollins
Critic, New England Review, Nimrod, Poetry, Prairie Schooner, Poetry
Northwest, Yankee, and others. He is the recipient of the Hart Crane Poetry Award, the Sarah Foley O'Loughlen Literary Award, and others.
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Study Abroad at...

lri$h l1m~riean OniV{Zrl
<Vublin, lr{llend
For more information please visit or contact:
Center for Global Education & Citizenship
deHoernle International Center, 2nd floor
email: studyabroad@lynn.edfa

